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Notes From The President: 
Jan Hobbs 


From the first time I came to a 
meeting of Gender Mosaic I felt 
that J had found a place where I 
belonged. There are many 
members who made me feel that 
I was an important person and 
that my opinions and viewpoints 
were valued. There has never, 
in the four years since, been a 
time where I did not feel that 
GM was not a part of my life. I 
have been the secretary, the 
person who answered the phone 
line, the e-mail respondent, 1" 
vice-president and am now 
serving my second term as 
president. 


During the years since I joined, I 
have had the pleasure of meeting 
many people who are just 
realizing who they are and have 
enjoyed witnessing their growth 
into the perfect person they 
knew they were. I have been 
privileged in meeting and 
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knowing both FTM and MTF 
persons and seeing how content 
they are once they know 
themselves. 


I have attended meetings of the 
Police Liaison Committee, 
PFLAG, NAWL conference and 
the committee to develop a 
GLBT centre as a representative 
of Gender Mosaic. I have had 
the opportunity to speak at 
Ottawa University and be 
present at Carleton University 
during their Pride week 
celebrations. I have spoken to 
students in pre-health studies at 
Algonquin College. I have 
spoken to students in the public 
and catholic high schools. 
During all these opportunities I 
have always been proud to 
inform people about being 
transgendered and my 
association with Gender 
Mosaic. 


Over the last year I have been a 
witness to many new and 


exciting developments in 
acceptance and inclusion of 
transgender rights. The City of 
Ottawa’s Equity and Diversity 
Policy was adopted on 
November 13, 2002, which 
includes transgendered 
individuals under designated 
groups with relation to 
discrimination. Gender Mosaic 
played an important role in this 
decision as we invited Alex 
Munter to come meet us and 
discuss with us our difficulties 
with relation to acceptance. 


In October, Nunavut became 
the first province or territory to 
enact legislation, Bill 1, which 
prohibits discrimination 
inclusive of gay, lesbian, 
bisexual and transgender 
persons. Women’s shelters in 
Ottawa started to accept 
transgendered youth. At 
present there is a bill in 
discussion in Canada’s 
Parliament, which has the 
inclusion of transgender as a 
direct result of a meeting with 
Svend Robinson and Gender 
Mosaic executive members. 


The past growth and longevity 
of Gender Mosaic and its future 
are all results of its members 
and their belief in themselves. I 
hope to be present for the 20" 
and future celebrations of 
Gender Mosaic. However, I 
look forward to the day when a 
support group for 
transgendered persons is no 
longer a necessity but just a fun 
occasion. 


15" Anniversary 
Key Note Speech by Teddy 
Michaels 


Good evening Ladies and 
Gentlemen...in all your many 
lovely and handsome 
manifestations. 


I’m grateful for the opportunity 
to be able to say a few words to 
you this evening, although as 
you’ve heard I’m up here more 
for my longevity than I am for 
any particular brilliance on my 
part. 


I know it’s a cliché to begin my 
speech by saying how honoured 
I am to speak to you, but I think 
it’s appropriate when you 
consider how far transgendered 
people have come in the 15 
years since Gender Mosaic 
began. Whatever progress we 
have made wouldn’t have 
happened at all if our non- 
transgendered friends and 
supporters didn’t meet us 
halfway. So I salute all of you 
and I thank you for coming. It’s 
not often that a speaker has the 
advantage of looking around 
and feeling that she has the 
support of a roomful of 
generous people. 


We’re here to celebrate an 
organization that has had a 
positive influence on our lives, 
on the lives of our friends or 
family members and on the 
community as a whole. As a 
transgender organization, 
Gender Mosaic is of course 
under appreciated. Not everyone 


ot 
believes that transgendered _—| 
people have a role to play in our 
community. But there are many 
more believers now than there 
were 15 years ago. So tonight 
we celebrate the progress we’ve 
made with the people who have 
helped us make it. 


The first meeting of Gender 
Mosaic, which at that time was 
called New Ottawa Women, 
was held Wednesday, May 4", 
1988. There were six people 
present, and as you know, I was 
one of them. Our founder was 
Judy Kearns, who I’m pleased 
to say is also with us tonight. In 
1988 Judy visited Orlando 
Florida and while there she was 
welcomed by the local 
transgender group. She came 
home incredulous that Orlando 
should have a transgender 
organization while Ottawa - 
“Canada’s capital!” she used to 
say to me — didn’t have one. So 
Judy got to work. She obtained 
contacts from a California-based 
North America wide 
organization called Society for 
the Second Self and convinced 
Pink Triangle Service here in 
Ottawa that she was a reliable 
contact to whom they could 
refer transgendered people. 


After that first meeting I 
described the momentous effect 
this event had on me in my 
diary. “Judy was mightily 
encouraged by our first meeting, 
but I felt as if I’d seen it all 
before. She’s been getting a lot 
of phone calls and seems 
optimistic that these phone calls 
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will materialize into people. I 
know, however, what a 
paranoid lot trannies are and 
have adopted a “show me” 
attitude. I have every intention 
of supporting her efforts, but 
for the time being I don’t 
believe it’s going to change my 
life much,” 


Well, that smug prediction 
turned out to be dead wrong, 
but you have to understand a 
little of where I was coming 
from. 


Throughout the early eighties 
transgendered groups came and 
went with regularity. I can’t 
remember the number of times I 
went to someone’s apartment or 
to some motel room on the 
strength of a rumour that 
someone was starting a 
transgender group. Sometimes 
these things started with great 
promise but died before a next 
meeting happened. Sometimes 
three of us showed up and it 
died on the spot. 


Being transgendered in the 
1980s wasn’t much fun. There 
weren’t many places we could 
go. Most of us were poor. 
Some of us were afraid of being 
thrown out of our apartments if 
we were discovered. And if 
someone had a decent place 
where we could meet, we 
quickly became our own worst 
enemies. There wasn’t much 
cohesiveness between the 
various groups that now come 
under the transgender umbrella. 
We had very little contact with 


the gay and lesbian community. 
Our respective communities 
were still resentful of the 
stereotypes that saddled us and 
from which we wanted to break 
free. A friend of mine summed 
up our relationship with the gay 
and lesbian community this way: 
she said, “We give each other a 
bad reputation.” 


One evening, after attending a 
small and cheerless social event 
held in some low-brow motel, I 
wrote in my diary that it felt like 
we had been huddled away like 
dissidents in Moscow, with our 
chances of changing the regime 
about as hopeless. 


Well, the Berlin Wall has come 
down and now I’m looking out 
at a roomful of supportive 
people. I can’t tell you how 
happy I am that my grim 
outlook was proven wrong. I 
can’t tell you how honoured I 
am that you are here to support 
us. 


I should explain also before I 
paint a completely dismal 
picture that it wasn’t all 
negative. Human beings are a 
brave and resilient lot. Before 
Gender Mosaic, I was lucky 
enough to meet a few 
transgendered people who were 
living their lives with integrity. 
There are always a few people 
who make a difference, no 
matter how great the obstacles 
they have to face. These people 
had a positive influence over me, 
a positive influence over a great 
many people. Because of them, I 
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met friends that I have to this 
day, many of whom are in the 
crowd tonight. It’s the theme of 
“Tt’s a Wonderful Life” played 
over and over again. Good 
people do make a difference, 
even if no one notices. And 
good organizations make a 
difference too. 


Nevertheless, I’m sure you 
understand a little why I was 
not especially confident that 
Gender Mosaic would last very 
long. Throughout that hot, 
muggy summer of 1988, our 
membership stalled at about 12 
people, only six to eight of 
which would show up at any 
given time. Nevertheless, the 
ever confident Judy was 
encouraging me to publish our 
first newsletter, which seemed 
to me a little premature. 


I still had a lot of doubts. Judy 
lived in a townhouse in west end 
Ottawa — Nepean at the time. 
There was a large common 
parking lot out front and a 
limited number of visitor 
parking spots. It was 
excruciating having to walk by 
the families plopped out in lawn 
chairs in front of their homes 
with your makeup melting in the 
full glare of the summer sun. 


Even worse, if the visitor 
parking section was full, you 
had to park on the street and 
walk what seemed like a quarter 
mile to her place. 


Despite these drawbacks, there 
were a lot of good things going 


—= 
on. Judy’s house number, for 


example, was 38B, a good bra 
size that provided us with 
infinite amusement and 
somehow seemed to be a good 
omen. And the people who 
showed up were committed to 
making it work. We all became 
quick friends. 


In the fall, things began to 
move. The people who had 
phoned began showing up. I 
remember arriving a little late 
one night and Judy’s place was 
jammed! People everywhere. It 
was so exciting. If you’ve ever 
been among a crowd of newly 
liberated people who have spent 
most of their lives repressed and 
oppressed you'll know how 
invigorating it is to be swept up 
in this great rush of positive 
energy. 


Finally I became convinced. The 
next month I put out our first 
newsletter. In it I wrote — 
perhaps a little pompously — 
that “the unqualified support of 
the members for one another 
has laid the foundation for what 
we hope will be a durable 
association.” 


Well, look at us now! 

Since then I’ve often wondered 
why Gender Mosaic survived 
those early years when so many 
trans groups before it failed and 
I’m convinced a lot had to do 
with the fact that we had no 
rules, Now this might not seem 
especially desirable, but the 
transgender community at the 
time was even more fractious 


than it is today. There is a world 
of difference between a 
heterosexual cross-dressers and 
a transsexual. The feeling was 
that this difference couldn’t be 
easily bridged. 

Initially, Gender Mosaic began 
as a chapter of a California 
based heterosexual cross- 
dressers organization, but that 
plan was tossed out the window 
very early. Judy was a democrat. 
We were all democrats. If you 
were a good person, you were 
in. I remember she sent me off 
to screen my first trannie to see 
whether she’d be an acceptable 
member. I was little uneasy. 
Belinda was a little more — how 
can I say this? — flamboyant than 
some of our more conservative 
members. I thought I should get 
to the next meeting early to 
explain why I had allowed her to 
join, but found she had arrived 
already, had tottered across the 
parking lot in broad daylight in 
her spike heels and an outfit that 
bore a striking resemblance to a 
maid’s uniform. I went in 
prepared for the worst only to 
find Belinda holding court in the 
living room and everyone 
getting along swimmingly. No 
problem! Belinda became a 
valuable member of Gender 
Mosaic, and a future editor of 
the newsletter. I had 
underestimated the openness of 
the members, but everyone who 
attended those early meetings 
could feel that the welcome was 
genuine. 


Nevertheless, it is true that at 
first we made a half-hearted 
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effort to institute some rules. | 
Initially, Judy hoped members \ 
would be discreet. She 

suggested that they might want 
to change to their preferred 
gender at her house if they 
weren’t especially passable, but 
when that didn’t happen Judy 
more or less shrugged her 
shoulders, said “Oh well” and 
that so-called rule went out the 
window very quickly. In the first 
six months of Gender Mosaic 

we had pretty well every 

member of the transgender 
community represented and 
though Gender Mosaic is 
significantly slanted toward 

male to female transgendered 
people, that tradition of 
openness continues to this day. 
The course of this organization 
hasn’t always gone smoothly. 

It’s had numerous ups and x 
downs over the years, and the 0) 
downs have been serious 
enough that its survival has 
sometimes been questionable. 


We’ve had our share of heated 
exchanges. (Believe me when I 
say transgendered people are an 
opinionated lot.) We’ve seen 
periods of dwindling 
membership. We’ve seen some 
people burn out from taking on 
too much. I sometimes think 
luck has had a big part to play in 
our being here to celebrate our 
15™ anniversary. But beyond 
that there has also always been 
someone willing to take up the 
torch, and sometimes just in the 
nick of time. 
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That’s the trouble with dropping 
names like I’ve been doing. 
Inevitably someone gets left 
out. Gender Mosaic would not 
have survived this long if there 
weren’t many people who made 
huge contributions. Good 
people make a difference. And 
good people together make a 
great organization. 


Which brings me ina 
roundabout way to Joanne Law. 
(You know I couldn’t possibly 
complete this story without 
bringing up Joanne’s name.) 


Joanne came to Gender Mosaic 
in the fall of 1988. In 1990 she 
organized the first of her annual 
fall barbecues in the Gatineau 
Hills near Cantley. Gender 
Mosaic has always been an 
excellent social organization and 
Joanne’s barbecues were some 
of our more memorable events. 
The guest list included people 
from Toronto, Montreal and 
Quebec City, some of whom 
have gone on to become 
transgender activists in their 
own communities. It was a 
strong signal that Joanne was 
eager to do more. Joanne 
became president in 1992. At 
that time I wrote in the 
newsletter that her “enthusiasm 
makes me think that I’m the 
sputtering relay runner passing 
the baton to the runner with the 
full head of steam.” 


What a head of steam! 

Joanne gave Gender Mosaic its 
public face. She worked with 
the Ottawa Police. She made 


connections with the gay and 
lesbian community. She worked 
with the Pride Committee. She 
hosted her radio show on 
CKCU. Joanne made Gender 
Mosaic an outward looking 
organization and in doing so 
helped to introduce more 
transgendered people into the 
greater community of Ottawa- 
Gatineau. And I trust no one 
will be surprised when I tell you 
that Joanne was the principal 
organizer of the celebrations this 
evening. Although I’ve become 
the unofficial chronicler of 
Gender Mosaic even I don’t 
know everything she’s done, but 
I know we couldn’t have been 
luckier. She’s brave, personable 
and perpetually upbeat. 

Love ya Joanne! 


I hope you’ve enjoyed a few of 
these stories from Gender 
Mosaic’s past. 


Those of you who know me 
know that I’m interested in the 
history of this city. Ottawa has a 
very colourful past, with many 
larger than life characters who 
by their actions made this city a 
better place to live. ’ve been up 
here telling you about Gender 
Mosaic, but there’s more to it 
than that. I’ve also been telling 
you about a piece of Ottawa 
history. That our history is only 
barely recorded in the local 
media doesn’t matter. We all 
know there are many people 
who would still prefer that 
transgendered people were 
invisible. But our time will 
come. The documents are there. 
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Our memories are real. 
Transgendered people aren’t 
about to go away. 


When Judy started Gender 
Mosaic, she made history. And 
when Joanne took Gender 
Mosaic out to the greater 
community, she made history 
too. All the people responsible 
for making this a successful 
transgender organization have 
made history, and in so doing 
they’ve made Ottawa — 
Canada’s capital! as Judy used 
to say - a better place to live. 
It’s true that history marches 
slowly sometimes. But 
remember this: they tore that 
Berlin Wall down. 

Thank you very much. 


EDITOR’S NOTES 
by Margo Ross 


15 years of supporting each 
other; Just the sound of those 
words describes an enormous 
weight. In fact there have been 
very difficult times, too little 
resources, too many in need and 
the always present reality of too 
few active and caring members 
vs those with a need. 


Yet, here we are, Canada’s 
longest continuously run 
transgender support group. The 
word transgender is almost as 
old as we are, for in the 
beginning it was cross dressers, 
transvestites, transsexual and 
drag Queens and Kings and who 
knows what else we called our 
self and what terms others used. 


Members were afraid to come 
to meetings for fear of the 
reactions of others and their 
own internal fear and lack of 
safety. But look at us, we are in 
a public art gallery more than 
100 people strong and we have 
a level of pride that is growing 
more and more each day. There 
are more of us transitioning 
today, more of us speaking out 
publicly, more of us seeing each 
other no matter where we fit or 
what our needs are. 


There is a growing number of 
individuals in their teens and 
early twenties publicly and 
privately sharing who they are. I 
so wished I had believed that, 
that opportunity was there when 
I was their age. But then I did 
not even have the words to call 
myself only the awareness that I 
and I guessed others were 
different. 


So I encourage us all to take 
stock of how far we have come 
as a group, individually and as a 
community and decide right 
here and now where we must be 
and what must have been 
achieved before we meet again 
on our 20" Anniversary. 


Then do not what for someone 
else to make it happen, it is your 
future guide and direct it 
otherwise you will be a 
passenger to a future that you 
may just not like and may even 
be harmful to you. 


Congratulation, Gender 
Mosaic. 15 years WOW 
by Joanne Law 


Gender Mosaic has been a 
lifeline for me, in my ability to 
accept myself as a human being. 
Believe it or not. Some of you 
might think that life has been 
easy for me. It has not! All of 
my life I have had to struggle 
struggled with my gender 
identity trying to fit into the 
boys games, what boys did, and 
the ever wondering of being 
beaten up by the boys at school, 
and I was. 20 years ago I lost 
everything. I was fired from my 
employment, some one told my 
employer about my off hours 
activities and they didn’t want 
my kind on their staff. I took 
then to court for wrongful 
dismissal, I lost in a court battle 
and I lost a ton of money. I lost 
my family for many years, I over 
qualified and too old find new 
employment and failed. For 10 
years I survived on welfare and I 
was abused by the system, I 
identified as female to them and 
they didn’t like it either, but I 
kept on fighting for my rights as 
a trans female. Gender Mosaic 
was there for me during my 
transition from mental disorder 
to freedom. We are a part of 
the community that seems to fall 
into the crevices and holes of 
society. Gender Mosaic has 
opened the doors to allow 
thousands of transgender folk to 
meet and socialize with other 
like themselves so we can be 
normal. Some stay for a few 
years for the support, and some 
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just for a few socials. Others 
stay on to help new people deal 
with their new feelings and 
other just disappear back into 
the world of compromise. That 
OK. 


Personally I have met and 
listened to thousands of 
transgender people, either by 
the Gender Mosaic phone line 
making that first call, or ina 
committee room making 
decisions about our community. 
I have heard the stories on 
hatred, denial, and loss of self 
worth whatever society has 
placed on us for being 
transgender. I have known 
several that have committed 
suicide, because of their inner 
feelings and loss of self-respect. 


I have met the most wonderful 
people in my life the minute that 
I started to deal and focus on 
who I was. People in the gay, 
lesbian and bisexual have also 
helped in my evolution of being 
Joanne. My mother was my 
prime support long before 
knowing about Gender Mosaic 
and she was there for me. There 
was not a lot of information 
available back then. No 
computers, so my resources 
were tabloid magazines with 
fictional stories. “ I found my 
husbands stash of ladies 
underwear”. Or “I found my 
husband wearing my clothes”. 
This was my only outlet of 
knowing about cross-dressing. 


Now Gender Mosaic is a part of 
my life. After the 15" 
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Anniversary party is over I will 
be stepping down from a few of 
my activities. I want to see the 
group grow with new ideas 
from new members but to keep 
the mandate of our group. I will 
with the board’s approval keep 
the phone line and outreach for 
the transgender community 
through Gender Mosaic. I am 
not going away just changing 
direction; my love for my 
community makes me a whole 
person. 


Commitment on Commitment 
by Samantha Anne Perrin 


Having been asked to write a 
few words about “commitment” 
and having been reminded that 
“You only get out of an 
organization what you put into 
it”, how could I refuse? So, for 
argument’s sake, here are a few 
words on “commitment”. 


The more I think about it, the 
more I realize that the old adage 
just isn’t true. One does not get 
out of an organization what one 
puts into it. That may hold true 
for your bank account, but it 
definitely does not hold true for 
a volunteer organization the aim 
of which is to provide support 
to those in need. Such an 
organization could be classed as 
a care giver for, in fact, the 
organization is there to give, not 
to take. 


So what happens when the care 
giver is no longer willing, or 
able, to provide the needed 
service? What if the care giving 


organization no longer has 
“givers”? What then? What 
happens when the care giver has 
been sucked dry? How often 
does the care giver meet life’s 
end before the care taker? 


In the case of a care giver 
providing an individual with 
care, if that care giver is no 
longer able to provide for that 
person one of two things 
happens; either the person 
needing care finds someone else, 
or that person dies of neglect. 


In the case of an organization... 
well that’s quite a different 
story. 


First let’s sub-divide care giving 
organizations into two distinct 
groups: those that consist 
entirely of care givers, such as 
hospitals; and those that are 
comprised of both care givers 
and those in need of help, such 
as Gender Mosaic. 


“Ah hah!” you say, “I thought 
you would get around to us.” 


Yes indeed, what about us? 
Well for one, we do fall within 
that second group. We have 
members who need support, 
(and I think perhaps it’s a pretty 
safe bet to say that we all fall 
into that group), and members 
who can, and do, provide 
support. Thank God for the 
latter! For were it not for them 
the group would die. No 
question about it. How can an 
organization survive if all its 
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members are simply takers? It | 


can’t. Somebody has to give. 


And that, dear friends, is where 
commitment comes in. 


Commitment, in our case, does 
not necessarily mean providing 
support specifically to another 
member who happens to be 
wrestling with some thorny 
issue. It doesn’t necessarily 
mean getting up in front of the 
gathered throng to talk about 
some aspect of Transgenderism 
which you have researched. It 
doesn’t mean that you have to 
be politically active, or that you 
hold an executive position 
withing Gender Mosaic. 


Well, if it doesn’t mean that sort 
of thing, just what does it mean? 


It means just being there! 


That’s right... just being there! 
But not just being there in the 
sense of “there to take”. By 
being there you are lending 
support to the entire 
organization. By ‘being there’ 
at special events sponsored by 
the group your presence alone 
says a lot. It says you are one of 
the group. It says that you care 
about the group. It says that 
you care about the others in the 
group. It says you support the 
group. It says that you endorse 
what it is that the group stands 
for. It says that you are 
committed. 


And most important, when 
enough members are committed 
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to the group, to the newcomer 
it says that the group is strong 
enough to provide the support 
that they are so desperately 
seeking. 


“OK. If everyone in the group 
is ‘just there’ nothing would 
ever get done,” you might 
argue. “Somebody has to 
‘give’. Somebody has to do the 
work.” 


Very true! But let me remind 
you about something which you 
already know. Commitment is 
infectious. And as those 
needing help get it and 
overcome their difficulties, and 
grow, and blossom it is not 
unusual that they want to 
become involved in some part 
of the organization which has 
brought them to where they are. 
For by ‘being there’ it is difficult 
not to share, and it is difficult 
not to give. And in that ‘giving’ 
the individual rises above herself 
and comes away a better 
person, a stronger person, with 
a stronger sense of self worth. 
Not only has the one in need 
been lifted, the giver has also 
been lifted. 


Be there! Be committed! The 
rest follows naturally. 


Reflection 
by Kaitlin Acres, Ombudsperson 


At significant times, like 
anniversaries, it is common to 
sit back and reflect on events or 
perhaps on ones life. This being 
the 15" anniversary issue of 


NFTU I felt I would like to 
contribute an item. In 
considering what I would write I 
found myself thinking about 
myself and what has happened 
to me since 1997 when I became 
part of Gender Mosaic. After 
many, many years I have finally 
allowed myself to be myself. 


A few weeks ago I was 
interviewed by a young 
university student. Her first 
question was “How do you 
describe yourself.” I surprised 
both of us by saying “I’m a 
misfit.” At first I wasn’t sure 
why I said that because I usually 
say that “I’m gender enriched”. 
However I realized that without 
thinking I spoke the truth. I am 
a misfit! Further I realized that I 
am quite happy with that 
statement. I am a person who 
does not fit into the social norms 
of society, at least in respect to 
gender, In fact neither do I fit 
into norms of some parts of the 
Transgender community. I’m 
happy with that too. 


Being a misfit is not always 
comfortable. It has meant that 
for most of my life I have had to 
pretend that I’m someone I’m 
not. Otherwise I would be 
rejected by society and, more 
importantly, by myself. I have 
now discovered there are those 
who are quite at ease with 
‘misfits’ and that I can be quite 
at ease with myself. In fact there 
are those who not only accept 
my “misfit nature” but value it. 


It is interesting that the truth of 
this has been experienced, not 
so much in the transgender 
community, though it has been 
very helpful, but in the lesbian 
community. Some little while 
ago I was invited into this 
community and have been 
welcomed and valued. This has 
been an incredible experience. 
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There is a value in being a 
misfit, rejected by society. It is 
not comfortable and not to be 
sought out. But when rejection 
is truly felt it ceases to be an 
intellectual concept and 
becomes real. It has been said 
that “what you experience is not 
so important, it is what you do 
with the experience that 
matters”. Rejection can result in 
a hostile bitter personality. I 
have been fortunate to be 
accepted by people who have 
experienced the pain of rejection 
and judgement and so have 
learned the value of acceptance. 
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In the past years I have learned 
the value of being a misfit. The 
resulting lessons have been 
invaluable. These lessons have 
come by way of many members 
of the G.M community and 
those I have met by way of 
being a part of Gender Mosaic. 


Gender Mosaic has been a 
source of acceptance and self 
affirmation for many for the past 
15 years. It is a trust that is ours 
to nurture and develop so that 
others that follow through the 
years to come will also 
experience these benefits. 


To paraphrase Joanne, “Let us 
continue to support the group 
that supported us”. 


The Ring of Love 
By Joanne Law 


I have over the last 20 years, in 
my new identity, as a 
transgender female has been 
quite remarkable and rewarding. 
I have challenged US border 
crossing guards, flight crews 
and security at airports and 
explaining to CBC radio 1, who 
we are and some of the issues 
we face everyday, during a full 
one hour live conversation 
broadcast coast to coast. I 
remember driving to the east 
coast and receiving my very first 
speeding ticket in the Gaspe. I 
have crashed labour and union 
national conferences and 
brought the issue of gender 
identity to the front. All of these 
stories and many more are 
written are in our Gender 
Mosaic news letter Notes From 
The Underground. Some stories 
are more vivid that others like 
my receiving the Trinity Award 
in Louisville Kentucky, Going 
to my first bridal shower and 
attending my first wedding. It’s 
the growing of me that I realize 
I have never been happier. The 
next paragraphs my continuing 
saga. 


Something happing to me 
Christmas Eve 2002 at my 
sisters home. Every time I tell 
my story I start to cry. We had 
gathered for this festive season 
and a delicious Christmas Eve 


dinner, My sister and my 
brothers with their partners and 
children, my cousins and nieces 
and nephews were all there. My 
sister and her husband had 
prepared a delicious roast beef 
platter, Yorkshire pudding, 
several types of vegetables, 
potatoes and of course gravy. 
There were several kinds of 
dessert pies and apple crumble. 
The meal was delicious. We 
filled our face with lots left over 
to be frozen and eaten later. 
During the meal there was 
wonderful conversation between 
the 15 people sitting around the 
table. After the meal we had an 
after diner drink. 


Still siting at the table my sister 
nodded to her husband and they 
both got up and left. Returning 
several minutes later they sat 
down and they handed me a 
small Christmas wrapped gift, 
everybody was looking at me 
with excitement. Before I 
opened the gift I thanked my 
family for accepting me with 
their love and support of their 
new sister and aunt, it took 
longer to say than do. I trembled 
opening the gift, not knowing 
why I was the only one to 
receive such a surprise gift, 
inside the wrapped Christmas 
paper there was a ring box. I 
opened the ring box and there 
was my mothers diamond ring 
that she wore for over 75 years. 
My sister had it removed before 
my mother was cremated last 
year. She had kept it until the 
time was right to give it to me. I 
cried with happiness as my 


family had given this precious 
gift, my sister’s comment was, 
this is for the next women in the 
family from all of us to you for 
your new name change. Merry 
Christmas Joanne. The glasses 
were raised in a toast, I did not 
know what to do, I was at a loss 
for words. It was a complete 
surprise, I guess that my 
hormones kicked in as more 
tears rolled down my face. 
There is a saying “Laugh and 
the crowd laughs with you, Cry 
and your mascara runs” Well my 
face required a tissue every few 
minutes. All the women sitting 
at the table cried with me. I 
tried on the ring and it fit past 
my first knuckle on my small 
finger, my eyes focussed every 
few seconds of this wonderful 
family gift. I hugged everybody 
for just being there. I have 
always felt the love from my 
family but this ring was from my 
late mother for her new 
daughter and at the same time, 
full acceptance of my family for 
their new sister Joanne. 


I had to have it cleaned and 
repaired as it was 75 years old, 
made of white gold and 6 
diamonds, and never off my 
mothers finger. I had it sized 
and repaired and I only wear it 
on weekends, as J am afraid of 
losing it when I am working. 
Every time I look at it I see my 
mother and I think how lucky I 
am to have had a mother like 
her and to be loved by my 
siblings and the people that 
know me. I am blessed. 
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